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Behind the Fort funnels and spars and derricks
showed from the ships at anchor in the river, and
as they turned left to Chowringhee, from the trees
came the circling of crows as they swept up Into
the sky and settled again for the night.
He found the turning, but now the street was
crowded. Children were coming In from play,
whole families were driving out packed into one
hired victoria,, rickshaws edged past In the gutter;
dhobies ran past with a dress, starched and ironed,
borne on a hanger, and elderly ladies sat out on
verandas, fanning themselves and talking across
the street.
When Stephen came to the gates and the little
door he saw that the house was on the corner of a
lane, and that the railings along the wall were
broken, with wire-netting put up behind them,
and the corner wall had been let as a hoarding.
Through the door he looked up at the house.
He had been afraid that by daylight it could not
be the same, that the enchantment had been given
to the glimmering palm-leaves and the house and
the columns by the starlight; but now through the
shoddiness and decay he saw it again.
The windows with their slatted shutters along
the house wall made mysterious shadows against
the yellow plaster; the columns soaring to the
porch, the flight of steps, the drive width that was
preposterous for its length, were all as he remem-
bered them. He saw the cracks and stains on the
walls, the weeds that had pushed up the stones,
the fallen plaster, and smelt the smell of drains and